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	All Things Worth Keeping

**CHAPTER ONE: THE LAST LIVING ROSE – PJ HARVEY**

**A million thank-yous to MizDirected for her tireless awesomeness and general brilliance. And, of course, for her help with whacking this bunch of words into shape.**

**DISCLAIMER: I don't own anything you recognise. I own everything else, though. Even you. I'm touching your hand right now. Not that one. Not that one, either.**

**Your hair smells nice.**

**(ngl this fic is kind of an SI so if that's not your jam I recommend you find another fruit spread)**

* * *

><p>Dusk had well and truly fallen, purple-tinted shadows clinging like fine gossamer to the dips and hollows etched in the knotty trees. Thin fingers of light broke through the canopy of leaves and tangled vines to the forest floor, but it was the soft blue glow of the wisps hiding in the gathered darkness that guided the two travellers to the edge of the clearing. The muted rustle of the turian nightblade's booted feet on damp foliage was barely a whisper above the tkilklin cicadas' fluting trills, an almost-silence carried with effortless fluidity. Her asari companion struck a much more conspicuous figure in an elaborate suit of armour, spots of light dancing from the wicked edge of her war axe as she rolled her shoulders.<p>

Indigo yawned widely, laced her fingers and stretched until her elbows popped, relishing in the staccato crack of her knuckles. The window across the room drew her gaze from the screen and she felt anxiety slither through her stomach and coil around her heart as she eyed the silhouetted cityscape cut glittering with a thousand distant lights. If she so wished, she could reach out and cover the looming shape of Kithoi Ward to her left with her palm, her fingertips brushing the silken purple touch of the Serpent Nebula under the pale eye of Widow. How could the Citadel feel so big and so small at the same time?

Wetting the roof of her mouth with her tongue, Indigo shoved away the beginnings of an existential crisis and curved her fingers once more over the soft glow of the keypad on her lap. While she was loath to be ungrateful, she much preferred the Forest of Fray'latha to Auxua's student housing. Her flat was clean and relatively comfortable, but it smelled unpleasantly like a new skycar and the off-white walls were depressingly bare. At least she didn't have to share her space with anyone. Being an only child had cultivated in her an anti-social kind of independence.

Beneath the play of dappled light against shadow, the turian warrior crept forward with what could have been apprehension set in the bone-white plates of her face and drew a blade from the sheath strapped to one of her leather greaves. Indigo watched for movement as she took another step forward into the clearing –

_Shayila2091: Careful, I think that's a s'kartha rune you're about to step on._

… and the earth split apart with a mighty _crack_ that shook even the oldest of the trees to the oldest of their roots. The wisps scattered, leaving shimmering traces of oktarine powder as the air tore itself into a shockwave that knocked the turian clean off her feet and managed to only stagger the asari. Indigo made a rather unflattering sound somewhere in her throat not unlike the one her cat made when she wanted to let everybody know she was out of food, her fingers blurring over the keys as she cast a healing spell. The chat window pinged as she was blinking away the painful mental image of Beethoven's furry face, heralding a new nugget of knowledge from the asari crusader.

_Shayila2091: Yes, I thought so._

Indigo glared at the line of text, muttered something that rhymed with _'duck cough'_, and closed the chat window in a small act of petty rebellion as her turian avatar slid the dagger back into its sheath and drew her bow. She crouched down into sneak mode as the shadows themselves stretched and moulded into inky-figured nathak hellbeasts, all needle-sharp teeth and fiery eyes glinting wickedly in the faint light. Annoyingly, Shayila lunged straight into the fray and took down one of the beasts with three mighty swings of her axe, ichor spattering a sticky black tattoo over her armour and face. Indigo charged an arrow with fire magic and loosed it straight into the next hellbeast's skull, taking down half its health so Shay could finish it off. The ground rumbled again and she blinked reflexively as a bright flash filled the screen.

_YOUR MANA IS BEING DRAINED. REGEN RATE AT 53% … 45% … 34% …_

"Damn it, damn it, damn it…" Eyes wide, Indigo scraped her teeth hard against her lower lip, her brow pulled taut into a frown as one of the hellbeasts lunged for her. She rolled back, came to a knee and drew another arrow, but before it found its mark in one of the beast's five clustered eyes, the screen went dark. There was a cheery bleep as a notification winked into view and threw a burst of orange light across her face. Indigo squinted at the text.

_DOWNLOAD COMPLETE!_

_Hail, Adventurer!_

_User _indigo-indigoing-indigone_, your copy of _Galaxy of Fantasy: Waters of Kolono_ has finished downloading! Confirm to begin installation. Estimated time: THREE (3) HOURS. Note: this will lock you out of your game for duration._

Ah. Excellent. More irritated than satisfied, Indigo sighed and tapped the notification closed before fluffing up her mane of unruly hair and opening a new chat window.

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: dude I have to go – Kolono's installing and locking me out so I'll not be able to play for a few hours. Go decimate a few bloodseekers for me. whoohoo kolono! _(ﾉ◕ヮ◕)ﾉ*:･ﾟ✧

It was a while before Shay replied, as was expected. The asari's slow typing had definitely proven effective at testing Indigo's patience over the few months the two of them had known each other.

_Shayila2091: Grasp your steeds for a moment. Your profile tag says you're on Tayseri Ward! And stop using those ridiculous emojis!_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: 1) I'm fairly certain you mean 'hold your horses', but points for effort, and 2) that's because I'm on Tayseri Ward, funnily enough. 3) you know I live to irritate you, so why waste ammunition? ^_^_

_Shayila2091: OMG, just stop. So, do you want to meet up? I have a chem lecture soon, but otherwise I'm free._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: what, you mean now?_

_Shayila2091: Sure, why not? We can go for coffee._

Part of Indigo's brain chose to then to suggest typing _bean there done that_, but even bad puns couldn't loosen the knot of anxiety twisting in her chest. She chewed her lip and stared down the message, almost as if she expected the line of text to lift off the screen and smack her in the face. Her gaze dropped to her suitcase, sitting open like a clamshell by the empty chest of drawers and her lonely trombone case, clothes strewn on the floor. She'd discovered rather quickly that she had a very minimalistic approach to unpacking. Moving to the Citadel had been enlightening that way.

She'd also discovered she was more bloody cowardly than she'd ever thought. Three days on the Citadel, the beating heart of the galactic community, and she'd done piss all except make her bed and play video games. So much for her blossoming academic career at Auxua.

But despite her dour thoughts, she still felt that absurd mix of excitement and anxiety wrapped up in a joy that she could feel warming her chest and sparking in her very brain; a feeling like the galaxy – the universe – was opening up to her.

Endless, boundless. Fucking terrifying.

She knew it was no by means the end of the world. She just needed to find her feet, but since she'd never been the most logically-minded of people she'd never think of starting her search at the ends of her legs.

The holoscreen lit up and pinged, cutting her thoughts short.

_Shayila2091: Are you still there? You haven't died or anything, have you?_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: unfortunately, no. I am still stuck in this meat prison and you're still stuck with me. :)_

_Shayila2091: Just as well. I need you as cannon fodder for these nathak. Besides, I enjoy being stuck to you._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: stuck **with **me. if you were stuck **to **me, I'd be worried_

_Shayila2091: So, I take it that's a 'yes' for coffee?_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: maybe_

_Shayila2091: It's 'maybe' a 'yes'?_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: possibly_

_Shayila2091: Are you messing with me?_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: most likely _( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)

_Shayila2091: That one's just creepy._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: _( ◉◞౪◟◉)

_Shayila2091: I swear, I will hack your GoF account and delete your save files. Anyway, japery aside, meet me at Laxia's on Level 36 of the Darix Tan district on Kithoi Ward._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: Do I get a choice in this?_

_Shayila2091: Not really._

Indigo narrowed her eyes at the text, then sighed. There were some merits to being bossed around: it meant she didn't actually have to do anything. It was an active kind of laziness. Part of her wanted to get out and explore, but a larger part of her just wanted to wallow in bed for another two days.

She decided to eloquently express her feelings thus:

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: ughhhhh I don't know ughhhghhhhh_

_Shayila2091: Don't be such a grouch. _

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: I'm not being grouchy, I'm being melancholic. I've been in my pyjamas for like the past two days_

_Shayila2091: Then make sure you shower before you come. I promise you'll enjoy yourself. You'll feel better having been out and about._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: god, you sound like my mum_

_Shayila2091: That's so sweet!_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: it really wasn't meant to be_

_Shayila2091: You're too kind. So, are you gracing me with your presence or not?_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: oh, fine. I should get out anyway_

_Shayila2091: Excellent! There's a ghost!_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: what? where?_

_Shayila2091: Not a real one, silly._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: well there's **that** cleared up_

_Shayila2091: I mean the expression! The one where you're expressing enthusiasm!_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: so ghost = enthusiasm? maybe it's because ghosts are both non-existent and invisible, but I'm not seeing it_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: oh wait you mean 'spirit'_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: Or I assume you do. I shouldn't assume_

_Shayila2091: So it's 'there's a spirit'?_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: **that's** the spirit :)_

_Shayila2091: Oh, good. I was close._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: were you though?_

_Shayila2019: Yes. Now get moving._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: rightio ^_^_

_Shayila2091: I am ignoring you and your emojis. _

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: wait wait how will we know who we are? each other, I mean. you know what I mean. When we meet for coffee or whatever_

_Shayila2091: You've seen my holos! You know what I look like! Or is human memory really that bad?_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: it's different when you're in person just send me a selfie or something_

_Shayila2091: I'm not taking a selfie! I hate selfies. Just look for an asari in a red lab suit._

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: aw man I was hoping to meet a krogan in a pink tutu_

_Shayila2091: Get used to disappointment. Now, get your ass over here!_

_indigo-indigoing-indigone: can I bring the rest of me too?_

Shayila didn't deign to answer, which Indigo decided to interpret as another way of saying _shut up and get moving._ Shay was nothing if not blunt. It was one of the reasons Indigo liked her.

It was a weird thing, her and Shay. They'd met a few months ago, when Indigo (who _may _have indulged in a drink or three) had tried to rob and assassinate her in-game, only to realise she wasn't an NPC. After a failed attempt at slitting her throat, Indigo had sent Shayila2091 a very _eloquent_ message apologising profusely and things had gone from there. They didn't have much in common, but they just seemed to have _clicked._ Indigo supposed it helped that she'd imbibed a little when they'd first met – she'd been quite, er, verbose.

* * *

><p>She'd been in plenty of shuttles before, but something about the Citadel made Indigo's journey to Kithoi Ward a little unnerving. Her vertigo was an oil slick in her stomach, so to distract herself she dug through her bag for her clunky old audial player, untangled the earbuds, and busied herself with Shostakovich's jazz suites. Despite the slight tightness in her chest she enjoyed untinting the window and watching the multi-lighted cityscape whisk past, shaded a million colours dark below the pale sky.<p>

Earth was so far away…

Indigo halted that train of thought by turning up the music and crossing her legs so she could bob her foot to the beat. No matter how knotted together her brain felt, she had always found solace in enjoying music, and so was feeling a little more relaxed by the time the cab eased down onto the landing pad at the Darix Tan transit hub.

The skycar doors opened and Indigo fumbled with the safety harness before clambering out, removing her earbuds and stowing her audial player in her bag. Humming one of the waltzes under her breath and frowning as she went off-key, she swiped her transit card on the exit kiosk and made her way to the Customs desk, which thankfully only had a single hanar constituting the queue awaiting clearance to enter the district proper. Indigo fiddled with her Citadel I.D. and eyed the individual in front of her with guarded interest, watching the iridescent bands of light blossoming like starbursts under the surface of glistening pink flesh. It was silly, but Indigo found herself marvelling again and again at how aliens were so… alien.

"If I may, sir, I must ask you to relinquish all weapons and bio-amps before I can let you proceed," the turian manning the desk said in a rather bored-sounding voice as he reached up to idly scratch at a dark-patterned mandible.

Indigo felt her brow pinch with an oncoming frown at the almost inaudible hum of her translator. It was something she'd get used to – eventually.

The hanar wobbled a little where it stood. "Surely it is obvious to the other that this one does not have any weapons on its person," he? she? it? said with what Indigo thought to be a faint hint of indignation colouring the smooth timbre of its voice. She watched, fascinated despite herself, as what she could see of the front of its body glowed a brighter hue with every syllable. "This one cannot conceal a firearm, unless it inserts it somewhere rather uncomfortable."

Indigo tried not to laugh as the turian let the hanar through with an air of resignation, but she couldn't help her smirk from spreading as he rubbed at the plates of his brow before beckoning her forward. She wasn't as freaked out by aliens as she'd thought she'd be. Sure, they were kind of weird to look at and she knew she had a _lot _to learn about interspecies social cues and etiquettes, but the fabled Uncanny Valley was more of a Vaguely Eerie Dale.

After her own I.D. had been verified, Indigo proceeded into the corridor with a brisk nod from the turian officer. There was a human officer manning the biometric scanners and Indigo's scalp prickled as the laser grid cast blue-white lines over her skin and clothes. She avoided the officer's eyes and twisted her still-damp hair into a bun to occupy her hands. The Citadel had a completely different atmosphere to where she'd lived on Earth – literally – and the tightened security left her feeling incriminated, even though the most illegal thing she'd ever done was pirate music and video games online. The thought made her start fidgeting with the hem of her poncho as she shifted her weight to the curve of one hip, her mouth set tight. She wouldn't be locked up for pirating Eff Tee El's new album, would she? At least she'd bought _Kolono_ legally, so she wouldn't be locked out of _Galaxy of Fantasy._ Eighty-five credits well spent, hopefully. She checked the installation progress on her omnitool – _8% COMPLETE. FOUR (4) HOURS TO DOWNLOAD._

"_Four_ – you're fucking _kidding!_" Indigo exclaimed, then met the C-Sec officer's frown with a sheepish blush. "Sorry, I – um, yeah. Sorry."

Another unwelcome swell of nausea hunched in her gut as the officer waved her through the doors and she emerged into a small C-Sec office that opened out into the Darix Tan Plaza. Scrolling banners and holoprojections threw colourful shadows over the ever-moving shoppers, and a huge picture-window showed the stretch of skyscrapers tall against the infinite sky interrupted by the streaks of light made by the traffic.

Laxia's was just across the square, and Indigo dawdled outside, a little frazzled by the constant murmur of crowds around her against the backdrop of lights and screens. Her fingers drummed at the seam of her trousers as she paced. There was another turian C-Sec officer arguing with an elcor across the way, and Indigo watched the slow stretch and pull of huge grey muscle under the deep red caparison on his? her? its? back with apprehensive curiosity as the huge alien shifted on its feet. The turian glanced towards her, and she looked away.

"Indi!"

"Christ!" was all Indigo could manage to say as a tall maroon blur hurtled towards her and nearly knocked her off her feet, wrapping her in a bear hug so tight she felt like a sushi roll. "Bloody hell, Shay!"

The asari released her and grinned a wide, easy grin, dark eyes warm. "You know, most people start with a 'hello'."

"So, what, was giving me a heart attack your 'hello'?" Indigo demanded, but she found herself smiling despite the deafening thump of her pulse in her ears.

"I'm just keeping your toes on," said Shayila sweetly.

"You certainly are!" Indigo rubbed a hand through her hair and let out a slightly shaky laugh. "So, um, yeah. Hi!"

"We've covered that," Shay said, taking Indigo by the arm with ease and steering her into the café. "Come on. Coffee. Food. Talk. And more coffee."

Indigo fought the urge to wrench herself free – she _hated_ being manhandled – and tried not to stare at Shay's lavender skin as the overhead banner threw soft pink light over her heart-shaped face. For a moment she felt childishly jealous of how damn _pretty_ Shay was, alien or no, with her cute button nose, full lips, and almond-shaped eyes. Not for the first time, she wondered if it was an asari thing.

"Goddess, I can't believe you're here," Shay was saying, her hand slipping down to grip Indigo's wrist, the soft fabric at her fingertips pressing against the human's pulse. "When were you going to tell me you'd moved? I thought we were _friends._"

"_Extranet_ friends," Indigo corrected, cocking a brow and gently rolling her wrist so as to manoeuvre her hand free. "You don't count. I'm joking, I'm joking! I was going to, but – " She paused at the expression on the asari's face. "What?"

"What are those _things?_" asked Shay, gesturing to the front of Indigo's poncho.

"Breasts," Indigo deadpanned. "You have them, too."

"Idiot," said Shay, but her tone was warm.

"They're cats," said Indigo, pulling the hem out to inspect them. She looked up to face Shay. "You know, like Beethoven? Not the composer, obviously," she continued, choosing to ignore the – well, maybe _grief_ was a strong word, but… no, damn it, no word was strong enough to describe how much she missed her goddamn cat.

"Oh, yes, the one that put earth on your bed."

"_Soiled_ my bed," confirmed Indigo after a moment, laughing a little, "and yes."

"Ugh," said Shay, demonstrating the depth of her vocabulary with insurmountable eloquence. She continued through the café, bidding Indigo to follow with a graceful wave of one hand. She looked so bloody _immaculate_ in that ridiculous labsuit, and Indigo felt suddenly self-conscious in her flappy poncho and jeans. "That's why I like fish. They're _clean._"

Indigo savoured the cloying smell of coffee and cake as she and Shayila skirted around fellow patrons of Laxia's, a quaint little place with plush seats and cosy booths sectioned off by glass partitions painted with shimmering holoprojections. They stopped to let a waiter pass and Indigo took the opportunity to glance at the patterned scalp crests curving elegantly atop her companion's head. A wry smile interrupted her apprehension when she found her hand had unconsciously gone to her hair, tugging it loose so it fell to her shoulders.

Shay had evidently optimised her booth as a working space and spread an array of folders, datapads, and O.S.D.s over the table, her laptop idling next to an empty mug. Indigo spent a few seconds hovering a few feet away, fiddling with one of the rings on her fingers while Shay fussed with her academic paraphernalia. "I'm not interrupting, am I?" she asked after a moment.

"I wouldn't have invited you if I couldn't spare the time," Shay answered while straightening a sheaf of papers. Her dark eyes raised to meet Indigo's and she smiled. "Come on, sit down."

"Is all of this university stuff?" Indigo asked as she sat. One of the spiky leaves from a nearby potted plant caught on her sleeve and she pulled it free with a frown before propping her chin in her hand.

"Chem notes," Shay clarified, twitching a folder so it lay straight. "I'm in Latharos' xeno-geo programme, majoring in physics and chemistry. Bit of biology on the side, because it's fun."

"Quite," said Indigo, her intimidation manifesting in a slightly nervous laugh and a slight raising of her brow.

"And you, you're a musician, right? You play that weird metal thing."

"Trombone," Indigo confirmed. "And the piano. So, how'd you go with the nathak? We were in a bit of a pickle there."

"_You_ were the one being pickled," Shay pointed out over the datapad she was absently perusing. Indigo saw her painted lips curving into a playful smile through the blue-lit holoscreen. "_I_ was fine. The nathak are no more."

"For someone who has no musical inclination, you sure do toot your own horn a lot."

"Well, I'm certainly not tooting _your _horn," said Shay as she put the datapad on top of the pile and nudged Indigo's foot under the table. She rolled her small shoulders and stretched her slender arms, gloved fingers splayed, before sitting forward and fixing Indigo with a rather discerning brown-eyed gaze. "So, what brings you to the Citadel? I thought you lived on Earth."

"I do. I mean, I did. I got into Auxua, so here I am."

"And did you forget I lived here or did you just forget to tell me you were moving?" asked Shay, but she looked amused.

"I don't know, I just thought I'd told you," Indigo began, taking a sugar packet from the holder and fiddling with it without really knowing what she was doing, "and then I sort of forgot you lived here, and you know I haven't been on _Galaxy _for like a week, and then yeah, okay, well, I kind of… I just forgot about you."

"Ouch."

"I mean that in a nice way!" Indigo amended hastily, worrying the packet between her fingertips.

Shay looked unimpressed. "What's your pad like?"

Indigo made a weird sound somewhere between a snort and a scoff. "Don't ever call it a 'pad' again, please. You sound ridiculous," she said disdainfully, but she was smiling. "The flat's all right. I don't know, I'm just not settling in all too well." Abandoning the crumpled sugar packet, she paused to fiddle with a lock of hair, tying it into a knot and untying it. "You know, you're the first person I've properly talked to in, like, three days. Outside of customs people and shit."

"I'm flattered."

"Don't be. My options are wearing thin."

"You're so mean," Shay complained, but one corner of her dark mouth tugged in an amused smirk. "How's _Kolono_ looking?"

"It's – wait, what the hell?" Indigo frowned at the interface. "It said three hours before, then four, and now it says twenty minutes!"

"Three _hours?_ How old is your omnitool? Wait – is that a Unicom Hydra-3?" Shay asked, leaning forward to squint at the glowing interface. "That's _ancient!_"

"It's only about five years old!" Indigo said defensively. "That's, what, a second for you asari?"

"It's a fossil! The hard-drive's probably going to burn out soon. You shouldn't be running games on it."

"It's not _that_ bad," Indigo argued, then made another unflattering noise as the installation window bleeped and updated. "Two hours now?" she demanded of it. "Make up your mind! What's it going to say next? Three days? A fricking light-year?"

"A light-year would be interesting if they can manage it," Shay replied dryly.

An interruption came in the form of a bored-looking waitress. Shay ordered something called an Armali Blend and specified that it should be a latte, and Indigo spent a moment wondering whether coffee was a human invention and whether the word 'latte' had translated. She was wondering this when the waitress looked expectantly at her with cool grey eyes, snapping her out of her short-lived mental tangent. She eyed the menu Shay had left on the table and quickly scanned the upside-down text. "Sorry. Uh… may I please have the Cipritine Chocolate Delight?"

The waitress blinked. "I'm sorry, but it is against health regulations to serve dextro items to non-dextro-amino-based citizens."

"Huh? I mean, sorry?"

"It's made for turians," Shayila said. "It'll make you sick."

"Oh! Right. Sorry, I'm an idiot. Do, uh, do you have any hot chocolate for human people?"

The waitress suppressed a sigh and tapped at her datapad. "One Armali Blend latte, one _levo_ hot chocolate. Anything else?"

"No, thank you," Shayila said, shooting a grin at Indigo, who had become incredibly interested in the napkin holder.

"God, I'm so embarrassed," said Indigo, laughing and leaning her head in one hand.

"I know you're playing as a turian on Galaxy of Fantasy, but you can only take the roleplay so far," said Shayila rather matter-of-factly, and she grinned with affectionate humour over at Indigo, flashing straight, white teeth.

"Oh, ha, ha." Indigo watched as a volus patron was given a violently orange drink and a straw to slot into his suit. "God, I'm never going to get used to this," she sighed, raking her fingers through her hair again.

"Used to what?"

"All _this_," Indigo repeated, flapping her hand vaguely. "I feel so _lost._"

"You'll be fine." Shay's silvery voice held a with a note of dismissal. "When do you start at Auxua?"

"A few days," Indigo replied, nervousness spiking further at the thought. For all her anxiety at living on the Citadel, her academic career was an entirely different kettle of nervous fish.

"You've done well to get in there. Auxua is a top-rate school. Always rates highly in the surveys."

Indigo twitched her nose. "You sound like my dad."

"I'll take that as a compliment."

"It wasn't one," Indigo mock-huffily, unable to hide her smirk and feeling a little like she'd slipped down a certain Freudian slide as she realised she'd referred to Shay as her mother _and_ her father. (Of course, asari were monogendered, so that made it a _little _less weird, right? Right?) Maybe she was even more out of her depth than she'd thought. She shoved the thought away.

Shayila laughed. "Now look who's being insulting! You're such a _nali sh'vakit_."

"Ditto."

"What? Isn't that some kind of cleaning product?"

"No, it means 'you too'. Like, 'you're also a gnarly wash kit' or whatever you said."

"_Nali sh'vakit,_" said Shay, looking annoyed.

"What's it mean?" Indigo asked, choosing then and there to demonstrate her flawless use of grammar.

"The rough translation is 'soft pebble left by a veknir', so it basically means 'you little shit'."

"Oh," Indigo said, laughing. She'd expected something more… sophisticated. "It's good to know that asari curses also revolve around bodily functions."

"Yes, I think it's a somewhat universal thing."

"What's a vek- uh, thingy?"

"They're little animals with huge flappy ears, kind of like, uh, what are they called? Rare-bits?"

"Rabbits?"

"Yes, those. Except without that weird hair stuff. I was bitten by one when I was a kid," Shay said, and tugged her glove down to show Indigo a small scar on her slender wrist. "I tried to catch one and keep it as a pet."

"That's actually adorable."

The waitress returned with their drinks, and Indigo's reservations towards spending a whole eight credits just on a hot chocolate were scattered when she took a sip. Her stomach had always been bigger than her credit chit.

"So, why Auxua?" Shay asked as she sipped her own drink. "Surely there are music schools on Earth." She set her mug down, and Indigo's eyes widened as she caught a glimpse of the Armali Blend.

"Your coffee," she said, her voice too high, "it's… _green._" It was rather a nice shade of green, kind of minty-coloured, but that was beside the point.

"That's your reason?"

"What? No, Earth is just really human-centric in terms of education and I want to learn about different cultures. I mean, they say music is a universal language."

"Kind of like science in that way," Shay mused. "The universe is the universe no matter where you are."

"Anyway, why the hell is it _green?_"

"Why is the universe green?"

"No, why is your _coffee_ green?"

"It just is!" Shay paused, running her tongue over her plush lower lip. Indigo blinked at the flash of blue. "Do you want to try it?"

"Ooh, may I?" asked Indigo, leaning forward and settling her elbows on the table.

"Sure," said Shay, and slid the saucer and mug over.

Indigo sniffed it. It certainly _smelled_ coffee-ish, but kind of buttery as well, like coffee trying to impersonate butter trying to impersonate coffee. No wonder it was green – that much impersonation would make Indigo feel sick as well. She took a sip. It was warm and far too thick – like a milkshake – and it tasted… odd. She took another sip, just to be thorough, and recoiled as she fought back a dry heave. Her tongue felt like a dried-out sponge. Her expression must have amused Shay, because the asari grinned and said, "Shall I ask for some water?"

"No, I'm fine," Indigo managed, scrunching her nose as she slid the drink back to Shay. "I just – I think my tastebuds are having a stroke. That was _not_ coffee."

"It most certainly was."

"Okay, well, it was bloody weird coffee." Indigo reached for her hot chocolate. "You want some of this?"

"No, thanks. I hate that bovine juice."

Indigo felt her lip curl. "Bovine _juice? _It's called _milk_, you weirdo. And isn't there milk in that?" she asked, gesturing to the Armali Blend.

"No, it's saentila – a type of wheatgrass juice."

"Is that why it's green?"

"No, saentila is blue. The beans turn green when you grind them."

"Asari food sounds complicated."

"To you, maybe," Shay said breezily.

Indigo laughed. "Oh, do I detect a note of racial superiority?"

"At least I don't have the dietary habits of a trash can," Shayila retorted. "At least here you'll be able to evolve from a trash can to a dumpster."

"I appreciate your faith in me," said Indigo, and raised her mug to Shay, who smiled.

* * *

><p>Her hot chocolate had definitely been both hot and chocolatey, and she'd taken somewhat of an adrenaline rush from the moment Shay had nearly knocked her over, but the shuttle ride back to Tayseri Ward still managed to lull Indigo into a state of almost-sleep as she let her head loll back against the seat and closed her eyes.<p>

She hadn't found her feet, but she thought she _might_ have glimpsed her toes.

* * *
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